


The Tngedieof Hamlet 

To punifh me with this, arid this with me. 

That I muft he their fcourge and minifter, 
iwillkcftow him and will anfwcr well 
The death I gaue him ; fo againe good night 

Imuftbeciuellonelytobekinde, 

This bad beginnes, and worferemaincs behind. 

One word more good Lady 
■Ger. What frail l dot? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 

Let the blowt King terop’t you againe to bed. 

Pinch wanton on your cbeekc,cajl you his Mouie, 

And let him for a paife ofireechykiffes, ' 

Or padiing in your necke with his damn d hngers. 

Make you to touell all this matter out 
That 1 effentially am notin madnefle, 

But mad in craft, t were good you let tvm know. 

For who that’s but a Qjteerie,faite,f©ber,wifw» 

Would from a paddaekTtom abat„a gib. 

Such deare concerning* hide, who would doc »o, 

No, in difpight of fence and fecrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket oh the houfes top c 
Let the birds fly,andlft i e>the famous Ape, 

To try condufions in the basket crcepe. 

And breake your ownc necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou afTur’d,if words be made of breath. 

And breath of lifc,I haueno life to breath t 
What thou haft fayd to me. 

H am. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alackc I had forgot. 

T«fo concluded on. r 

Ham. Ther’sletters feald,and my two Schoofetellovves, 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang d, 

They beave tnc mandat, they muft fweepe my way 
And marfhall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis thefport to haue the enginer 
Hoiftwith hisownepetar.ant fit all goehard 
But I will delue one yard belowe their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone ; O tis moft fwcete 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly nacete, 
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Prime ofDertmtrke* 

This man (hall fet me packing, 

]le lugge the guts into the neighbour roome; 
pother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moft ftill,moft feact.and moft graue. 
Who was in life a moft foolifti prating knaue. 
Come fir,to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. Exit. 
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Enter King y and Quejene,with Ro fetter aus 
and Cjyldenflerne. 

King. There’s matter in thefefighes-.thefe profound heaues. 
You muft tranflate,tis fit we vnderftand them. 

Where is your fonne? 

Cert. Be flow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord.what hauc l feene to nights 

King What Gertradfhovt dooes Hamlet ? 

Cert. Mad a-s the feaand wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefle fit. 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftirre. 

Whips out his Rapier,cryeis a Rat^a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King, Oheauydeed ! 

It had bcenefo with vs had we beene there, 

His liberty is full of threates to all. 

To you your felfe,to vs, to cuery one, 

Alas, how fhallthis bloody deedebeanfwer’d? 

It will be layd to vs,whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort.reftraind,and out of haunt 
This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of afouledifcafe 
Tokeepe it from divulging let it feede 
Euen on the pith of life : w here is he gone? 

Gert. Fo draw apart the body he hath kild, 

Ore whom, his very madnelTe like fome ore J 

Among a mineral! of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done. 

Ktng.Gertraa , com away, 
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